DINNER A  LA JAPONAISE	kq
ladle, the tea box, a rest for the ladle when not in use, a bowl, a brush,
and a scarlet towel in her belt. When all are in order and ready, the
sister-in-law brings in the first teacup, a beautiful little china bowl,
all of which are placed in particular positions on the clean straw
matting.
Then begins the ceremony. • First a sweet called manju, made out
of a sort of paste of beans and barley sugar, is placed before each
guest with a little stick with which to eat it. Then the daughter,
kneeling, dips the ladle in the sunken urn and fills the bowl with
hot water; the scarlet towel is unfolded and refolded with
three or four precise motions, the teacup is washed, the green
tea is ladled into it, hot water ladled into it likewise and then stirred
with three motions of the brush which is clicked against its side at
the end of each motion. Now the first tea is ready ; the sister-in-law
rises in one sinuous motion, comes to the first guest, prostrates herself,
and places the cup before him. The guest bows low in acknowledg-
ment, offers the cup to his right-hand neighbour, who courteously
refuses it, offers it to his left-hand neighbour, who likewise refuses it,
then bows low again and drinks, being careful to hold the cup with
his left hand underneath and his right hand covering it, and being
careful also to turn the cup half around in order not to drink from the
spot which has been presented! After drinking, the guest places the
cup on the floor in front of him and, leaning forward, admires the
cup and comments to his host on its beauty. Precisely the same
ceremony is carried out for each guest until all have been served.
It was my first tea ceremony and I found it delightfully graceful and
impressive, an almost solemn national rite.
The tea ceremdny being over, we repaired to the adjoining room,
where again we knelt or sat on cushions in a square and waitresses in
lovely kimonos and old-fashioned head-dress brought in the usual
little lacquered dinner trays on legs, prostrating themselves as each
was placed before a guest. Then hot sake was served and two or
three of the tiny cups were emptied and refilled before we began on
the first round of the dinner—delicious boiled fish in soup, another
fried fish, a shrimp salad, and one or two other dishes, eaten of course
with chopsticks. I finished most of them, but it was dangerous because
sukiyaki was coming.
After the first trays were removed, two large round low tables were
brought in, with a charcoal hibachi on each, a dish with a raw egg in
it for each guest, and bowls and bowls of raw beef, onions, and afl the
other ingredients for cooking this most delicious of all dishes. Needless
to say, we were replete long before the end of it, and then came fruit
and two successive cups of tea. But during, the meal I could hardly
take my eyes from the perfect symmetry and gracefulness of the room
itself—a large square chamber, framed with the usual simple square-
latticed screens, flanked by an open corridor with big windows looking
out on the Japanese garden, spotless straw matting, and only three
articles in it: one, a lovely kakemono of a blossoming cherry tree;

